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One 


Author's Notes: 
| have a slight, minor, harmless obsession with the redheads. 


Nate Mendel was a pretty easy going guy. There wasn't too much that he allowed to get under his skin. But 
that didn't mean he couldn't get fired up over something. He was a redhead, after all. The thing about them 
having tempers was true. Over the years, he'd seen it all. He could handle disgusting practical jokes, he had 
Taylor Hawkins as a band mate. He could handle loud, obnoxious late nights, he had Dave Grohl as a band mate. 
What he could not handle was disgusting, loud and obnoxious mixed with arrogance in the same man, Josh 
Homme. They never had to be in the same room very often, but when they were, for various functions, Nate 
avoided Josh like he was the plague. The very look of him ruffled Nate's feathers. The sound of his loud, 


booming voice made Nate shudder. 


Dave signed up Foo Fighters to play the annual Teenage Cancer Trust benefit in England. He would be playing 
with Them Crooked Vultures as well. The night before the show, Pete Townshend threw a big party at his 


house. 


"Dude, we're going to a party at Pete Townshend's house.” Taylor threw an arm around Nate's neck and jumped 


up and down. "Can you believe this shit?" 
‘| can't, honestly." 


"Good, because you weren't invited, Mendel." Josh also wrapped an arm around Nate's neck from the other side 


of him and pulled him against his large frame. 
'Get off of me, Homme." Nate grumbled and shoved the taller man away from him. 

"Oh, | see. You and Taylor a thing?" And Josh thrust his hips back and forth. 

"No, we're not a thing. The difference is | actually like Taylor. | don’t like you" 

"Awl" Josh mocked Nate, putting his hand over his heart, acting heartbroken. "You don't like me? lm so hurt" 


Later, Nate was standing in the corner of the room with Dave and John Paul Jones when Josh ran over to 


them. 
"You guys, l'm going to get fucking baked with Pete Townshend and Roger Daltrey. Pete just rolled a fat one. 
You guys want? Dave, Jonesy? | know you don't, Mendel. You don't know how to fucking have a good time. | 


wouldn't expect you to be into this." 


Nate glared at Josh with a disgusted look on his face. Dave shot Nate an apologetic glance as Josh dragged him 
and Jonesy away, leaving Nate standing by himself. 


"I fucking hate that big motherfucker. He's such an asshole." Nate thought to himself. He found his way to the 
door and was waiting outside for a car to come round when he felt a large, firm hand against his ass. He 
jumped about three feet in the air. 

"WHAT THE FUCK?!" He screamed. 

"Where you going, Mendel?" Josh. Drunken Josh. 


"lm going back to the hotel. You're not invited Go drink some more." 


The car pulled up and as Nate reached for the door handle, Josh pushed him and Nate stumbled into the car. 
Josh piled in after him. 


"Homme, what the hell are you doing?" 


"Going back to the hotel with you." 


"Why?" 

Josh didn't reply but his blue eyes flared and the corner of his mouth twitched. 

Without another thought, Nate grabbed two handfuls of short red hair and jerked Josh's face to his and 
crushed that loud, stupid mouth with his own. He was going to devour the singer's mouth, biting at his lips, 
plunging his tongue deep into Josh's mouth, lapping at his tongue, raking it against teeth. He tasted the whiskey 
and the pot and he was dizzy. He jumped again when he felt Josh's strong hands on his chest. 


Josh growled against Nate's mouth as he pushed him away, against the back door of the car. 
"What the fuck are you doing, Mendel?" 


“Shutting you up, goddamn it" And Nate jumped across the back seat and pinned Josh down He managed to 
catch both of the man's wrists and force them over his head, against the seat. He seized Josh's mouth again. 
And this time he felt those warm, smooth lips kissing him back One of Josh's long legs slid up against the back 
of the seat and then around Nate's hip, pulling him tighter against the tall man's groin and abdomen. 

"This what you want?" Josh hissed when Nate pulled away to stare into Josh's blazing eyes. 

With mouth agape, Nate found himself nodding. "I hate you but | want you so fucking bad." 

"Jesus Christ, how drunk are you?" 


"Drunk enough." 


The two redheads stumbled through the hotel lobby, to the bank of elevators. Nate glared at Josh as he 


punched the button to summon one of the elevators. 

"We just gonna go up to your room and fuck the shit out of each other?" Josh sneered. 

Nate's eye twitched as his glare intensified. He shrugged his shoulder wordlessly. However when the elevator 
doors opened, he ushered Josh into it. As soon as the doors closed, Josh attacked Nate this time. He had the 
bassist pinned against the wall, holding him there with his pelvis crushed against Nate's. Josh's hands clutched 
the front of Nate's shirt. Nate could feel Josh's arousal rubbing against him and a groan escaped his open 
mouth. 

"You like that? You want it?" Josh moaned as he took a bite of the soft, warm flesh of the bassist's neck. 
"Fuck you." Nate groaned in reply. He wasn't sure why, just in general dislike of this big, stupid motherfucker. 


‘ll let you fuck me if you're strong enough to keep me pinned down." 


With a loud growl, Nate pushed against Josh, forcing him to back peddle across the elevator car until his back 


was against the opposite wall. Nate pressed his lips against Josh's as his hands went to work on the singer's 
belt. 

Just as the belt came unbuckled and Nate's fingers deftly unbuttoned his jeans, the elevator stopped and the 
doors opened. When Nate backed away from Josh, the taller man seized his opportunity to gain the upper hand 
again. He took a handful of Nate's hair and began to pull as he exited the elevator. 


"What room?" 

Nate hissed, trying to break Josh's hold on his hair. 
Josh yanked harder. "What fucking room, Mendel?" 
"Fourteen eleven" 


Josh dragged Nate along the hallway and thrust one of his big, meaty hands into Nate's pants pocket, fishing 
around for the key to the room. Through the thin material of the pocket, his fingertips found, not the key, but 
Nate. The shorter redhead gasped when Josh roughly grabbed him and gave him a hard stroke. 


"Oh, other pocket?" Josh asked with a chuckle. 
And he turned Nate and slipped his hand into the other pocket, finding the key this time. 


Inside the room, he shoved Nate hard and the bassist stumbled over the chair next to the small desk The 
chair fell over with a clatter and Nate's arm swept across the desk, knocking his bag, the hotel phone and the 
lamp onto the floor as well. Nate was momentarily stunned. His eyes were wide as he looked at the mess on 


the floor and then at a laughing Josh. 


Something deep in the pit of his stomach began to take shape. Conquer this man at all costs, knock him down a 
peg or two because nobody should walk around that arrogant and with that much total disregard. 


The otherwise even-keeled bassist snarled and narrowed his sights. He lunged at Josh and the two of them 
tangled and wrestled until they were rolling across the floor. Hands clenched and tugged, punched and slapped. 
Teeth gnashed as buttons skittered across the floor. Shirts were shredded and discarded. When Nate's 
attention became fixed on the tattoos across Josh's chest, the singer took the chance to roll Nate onto his 
back and pin him down with hands against his shoulders. Josh grinned as he hovered over Nate, who struggled 
haplessly under the larger man 


"I got you now, you fuck." 
"Get off me!" 
"No fucking way. You're mine." 


"GET OFF ME!" Nate howled and struggled some more. 


‘Say please." 

"Fuck you." 

Josh bent his head and ran his tongue across Nate's cheek. 

"Ugh! You're fucking disgusting. Get off me now!" 

That tongue found Nate's jaw and then his neck and then his ear. 

"Say please." Josh hissed. 

Thoughtlessly, as his eyes rolled back in his head and his lips parted, Nate sighed, "Please." 

"Please what?" 

"Don't fucking stop!" 

Josh laughed softly as he dipped his head again and licked a trail from Nate's neck, down his chest to his right 
ripple. He was now sure he no longer had to hold Nate down so he slipped his hands down to the bassist's 
pants. He unbuckled the belt and deftly unbuttoned and unzipped the jeans Nate was wearing. Josh shoved a 
hand inside of them and rubbed his palm against Nate's erection. 

"Damn, Mendel, you're so fucking hard for me." Josh teased as he picked his head up to look at Nate's face. 
"Why don't you get down there and suck it?" 

"Why don't you make me?" Josh challenged. 

Nate gathered his strength and forced the singer off of him. He wiggled out of the rest of his clothing and 
then grabbed one of Josh's boots and yanked it off. He did the same with the other. And he realized that Josh 
was allowing him, not putting up any resistance at all. In fact, Nate saw a tiny smile on the man’s lips when he 
peeled the tight jeans from his long legs. It had all but appeared Josh was giving in so Nate slithered up on top 
of Josh and began grinding against him. The smaller man became dizzy with lust. Josh was certainly a total 
asshole but he had a body for days and Nate wanted to conquer every fucking inch of it. He slid an arm under 
Josh's neck and then rolled off the man, hoping to turn him onto his stomach and force his head between 


Nate's legs. 


Josh let out a laugh. "You think it's going to be that easy, Mendel?" And then he took Nate's shoulders and 


pushed down on them while he scooted up, out from underneath Nate. "Now you can suck it!" 


And Josh's hard cock was bobbing right on front of Nate. He swallowed and then reached his hand out, taking 


Josh firmly in his fist. He heard the man inhale sharply as he began stroking him. 

"Put your fucking mouth on it." 

"Say please." 

"Fuck you!" 

Nate didn't give in. He continued stroking him roughly, he'd get a ‘please’ out of the son of a bitch. With his 
other hand, he pressed his palm against Josh's balls. He bent his head and took a hard bite of Josh's inner 
thigh, where the skin was soft and defenseless. The larger man howled in pain and reached down to take a 
handful of Nate's hair. 

Nate cringed but kept his hold on Josh's thigh while his hand furiously pumped his cock 

"FINE!" Josh yelled. "PLEASE!" 

Nate smirked as he released the patch of skin he'd been gnawing on. He admired the bruise he left on Josh 
before he switched his attention to what he held tightly in his hand. His tongue flicked out and wet his lips as 
he continued stroking. 

"Oh, fucking suck it already, Mendel! Goddamn it!" 

He lowered his mouth and took Josh in, pressing his tongue flat against him. He let his saliva build up and spill 
out of his mouth, covering Josh. The smaller man knew he had Josh right where he wanted him, even if he 
was giving the singer head right now. He glided a hand down the thigh and hooked it behind the knee. With one 
swift movement, he pushed the knee up against Josh's chest. Nate glanced up and laughed at Josh's surprised 
expression before he dipped his head even lower and dragged his tongue between the man's exposed and 
vulnerable ass cheeks, over the entrance. 

"Fuck" Josh groaned, rendered immobile by the intense pleasure Nate was giving him. His fingers twitched, 
reaching for anything he could hold onto as the bassist licked and kissed and sucked on his puckered asshole. 
One of Nate's hands slid back up to stroke his cock again. 

"Said | could fuck you if | could hold you down, right?" Nate said after he had sufficiently worked Josh over. 
To his surprise, Josh slowly rolled onto his stomach and offered himself to Nate. 

"What's the catch?" 


"Just fucking give it to me." Josh muttered. 


But just as Nate slid up behind him, a hand on the singer's ass, Josh flipped over and lunged at Nate, pinning 


his back against the floor. 


| can't believe you fell for that! Man, you're an idiot!" Josh laughed as he pushed himself against Nate and 
thrust his hips hard and fast. Nate growled as he tried to wrestle free. Josh put an open palm against Nate's 
chest and pushed himself up. He spit into his free hand and reached down to rub the saliva over himself. Nate 


realized what Josh was about to do and squirmed and wiggled even more, trying to free himself. 


"Just relax and take it. You know you want it" Josh hissed He pushed himself up against Nate's entrance and 


slowly but firmly worked his way into him. 


Nate groaned and thrashed but Josh was too big and strong to buck off of him. And the intense feeling of 
being entered paralyzed him. Nate's head fell back against the floor with a thud and his lips parted. 


"You like that?" 


"Fuck me." Nate breathed. The hands that were trying to scratch and claw at Josh now clutched him tighter, 


pulling the larger man down into a rough, frenzied kiss. 
Josh pushed into him deeper and Nate gasped, his eyes clenching shut. 


"Take it" Josh grunted through gritted teeth. His rhythm was slow but he plunged deep and reveled in the 


sounds coming from the man underneath him. He threw his head back and howled. 


It was exactly the opportunity Nate required. He bucked hard against Josh, causing him to lose his balance and 
Nate thrashed. He pushed Josh backwards and while the man was clamoring to right himself, Nate attacked. 


"Just relax and take it. You know you want it" He repeated to the larger man as he hoisted his thighs up on 
top of his own, pushing Josh's knees up to his chest. He pressed his body against the back of Josh's thighs to 
keep him pinned down as he used a hand to slick himself with saliva. With one swift thrust, he entered Josh 


and a sneer crossed his face when Josh cried out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. 

"You like that?" Nate still mimicked him. 

"Fuck you." Josh replied as their eyes met. 

"No, baby. Fuck you." And Nate drove into him harder and deeper. 

Josh was grunting and groaning underneath him, urging him on but Nate was prepared for Josh to try to get 
the upper hand at any moment so he tensed and froze when he felt Josh's long, powerful arms circle his back 
But when Josh pulled him down against his chest and kissed his open mouth, he was surprised to feel the 


tenderness in the action It left him dazed for a moment. And he realized too late that Josh was using it to his 


advantage. 


The pair were rolling again and this time Josh had Nate on his stomach. He used his large, rough hands to jerk 
Nate's hips into the air and enter him simultaneously. 


"Shit!" Nate screeched and became furious when he heard Josh laughing at him. He tried to crawl away from 
the man behind him, scratching and scurrying on the tile floor. But Josh had a firm grasp on his hips and held 
him in place. One of those large hands reached underneath Nate and took hold of his cock, pumping it roughly. 


"Fuck!" Nate groaned, realizing he was close to his peak He did not want to give Josh the satisfaction of driving 
Nate over the edge with his hand. He'd envisioned himself fucking Josh to the point of orgasm and then coming 
all over his back. That would show him. That would humiliate him. But here Nate was on all fours being drilled 


and getting a handjob at the same time and he was about to bust open and scream the man's name. 


"No! Not this way! Not like this!" Nate grunted and reached down to push Josh's hand off of him. With the last 
ounce of strength he could muster, he squirmed out from under Josh and turned on his back. He pulled the 
man on top of him, locked his legs around Josh's hips and bucked wildly against him. Josh caught what Nate 
was doing and he thrust himself against the bassist, grinding his pelvis roughly back and forth. Nate took a 
handful of hair and yanked Josh down, into another searing hot kiss. He trembled violently as he could no longer 
hold on. 

"Fuck, fuck! Shit! Josh, yes!" He screamed into the other man's mouth. 


Nate's orgasm and his shaking seemed to trigger Josh's own climax. He gritted his teeth and growled angrily as 
he came against Nate's abdomen. 


The two men held each other tightly as they panted, waiting patiently for the waves of ecstasy to subside. 


Josh nuzzled his face against Nate's neck and breathed heavily. Nate surprised them both when he stroked 
Josh's hair and pressed his lips to the man's shoulder. 


‘| was wrong about you, Mendel. You do know how to have a good time." 


| wasn't wrong about you. You're still a fucking asshole." 


They both laughed as Josh rolled off of Nate and laid on his back, next to him. 


